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But the speaker pressed forward. A little man he was,
stocky and not over thirty years of age, with flashing blue
eyes, gleaming white teeth, and a wisp of sandy moustache
stuck to his upper lip. I knew him well. Nikifor was his
name. He was chairman of the village Soviet. His eyes
flamed with wrath.

'By God, you shall hear me,' he thundered, 'whether you
want to or not P

'Hear him, hear him P 'Away from here ! Away P
'We've had enough of you, more than enough P These and
similar expressions floated into the air, one right after the
other. But Nikifor only vigorously shook his head and
persisted in thundering that he was going to be heard despite
hisses and denunciations. Then the little man somehow
clambered to the very top of the pile of timber and shouted at
the top of his voice.

'Muzhiks, muzhiks ! Let him speak, or else our
American friend will think that we are afraid of him. Show
him that we are not afraid of him ! Show him ! Show
him T

The words had the desired ' effect. Protesting noises
gradually subsided, and above them rose Nikifor's deep
voice.

'You are alway * complaining, always whining about
something or other. Now you are kicking about taxes.
You don't want the Soviets to be collecting any from you. I
suppose you'd want them to hand you a stuffed roast pig for
breakfast every morning. Here is a man from Americana
native son of our village. Ask him whether peasants in
America pay taxes.'

'If they do,' interrupted an angry voice somewhere from
the top of the pile of timber, 'they get something in return.
And what do we get ?'

'A cholera we get P

'Ay, not one but a dozen choleras, a fresh one every
month.'

'They've promised us a school-house, and where is it ?*
'Yes, where is it T                                          .

*Our children run about the streets all   winter  and  are
K growing wild.*